The Pigott Forgeries
It will only be, I fear, some five pounds* I fear you may
look out for the worst/* He sent her a telegram on the same
day, instructing her to burn all the papers she would find in
a black box, which she did* She was a poor, bewildered
woman, and she never thought of examining them, " and
could not for the life of her say what they were about/' The
last that was seen of him at Anderton's Hotel in Fleet Street,
where he was staying under police guard, was about eleven
o'clock on Monday night* How he managed to elude the
police remains unknown, but he was in Paris on Tuesday,
and in Madrid on Thursday, where he took a room at an
hotel, and spent his first afternoon in visiting churches and
picture-galleries* There was something naive about this
man, for immediately he got to Madrid he telegraphed to
Mr* Shannon, his Dublin solicitor, at the office of Mr* Soames
in Lincoln's Inn Fields, asking him " to send what he
promised " to him under the name of " Ronald Ponsonby "
at the Hotel Ambajadores, Mr* Soames handed this telegram
to the police, and instructions were telegraphed to Madrid
to have him arrested*
On the morning after he had sent his telegram to Mr*
Shannon, Pigott descended from his room in the belief,
seemingly, that a telegraphic money order would be waiting
for him* His disappointment on learning that there was no
message of any sort was acute, and he became anxious and
uneasy* At half-past four in the afternoon the police had
traced him, and were in the hotel* They went upstairs to his
room on the first floor, and sent an interpreter to tell him
that they were outside* For a moment or two he was un-
nerved, then he recovered himself, and said: " All right; I'll
see the gentlemen !" The police entered, and Pigott, mur-
muring something about his luggage, stooped over his hand-
bag and took- something from it* An officer leapt forward
to seise him, but was too late* Pigott put the pistol into his
265